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ADELAIDE NEILSON'S HOME Here it is: When the tree is first cut, the fresh
wood exhales a vory atrong. rose-lik- e fragrance,
which soon passes away, leaving no trace of the
peculiar odor. There are several varieties of
rosewood trees; tbe best, however, are those
found in South America and the East Indies,
and neighboring islands.
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coldly." hCern f Qntte"A the womin

rntr!r.7anter..t0 ee aitf Tarbox, bunt

"Go on. please," saidMarjraerite. gently: "you" Vnm0:L".0' --would not in me."
old, ys know, an' comin to tho

poor-nons- e is allue looked on 'bout here as a
r0mVttSTJaQ,hu W M"on ' her
th?world, her non 100 fr6nly to

,ft7th0Inlan,,, ,aj4 the wJe; "will
that Erio Stoekdale's daugb-lin- sf

t0 mk tocen for her father
The woman returned ouickly with a frlght- -

J?I v!, T steam of the followedhanging about the room with a chilly damp- -

No one cara't moT her," aha aaid, wito awarning glaaca to the Caotain, "an', Miss,really she do take on drefuL"
.7iF"?TW'lltgoin'',,8aldth9 Captain hur-'gr&e- V

ltcanbt done in ritin Miss Mar- -

The girl shook her head. She bad been pat-Un- g
the baby a caeek with her soft hand.

iJvmxvi?uU 7? a?d 1 wil1 ee Mr- - Tar-Jpo- r.

gentle dignity she passed both ob--
Meetors and went down the narrow steps to thekitchen. It waa a dark, low room with a rustysnore, covered with a wash boiler and a big ket--
tie of pea soup, the pauper's dinner. On a bench

r?. at tho ""7 Swede, muttering tojmneeir in his own language, no one knows what'zu i hopes and rustic remembrances, while
l the whirr of a saw sounded from the open heddoor where the blindI man, with marvelous ac-cura- cy,

was sawing wood. Over the fire. stir.

Knee-Dee- p in Jane.
Tell you what I like the best-L- ong

about knee-dee- p in Jpne,
Bout the time etrawberries melts

On the vine some afternoon,
Like to jes' git out and rest
An d not work at nothin' else!

Orchard's where I'd ruther be
Keedn 't fence it in fer me!
Jes the whole skr overhead.
And the whole airth underneath
Sorto' so's a man kin breathe
Like he ort and kindo' haa
Elbow-roo- m to keerlessly
sprawl out len'thwsys on the grass
Where the thadders thick and soft
As tbe kivers on the bed
Mother fixes in the loft
Alius, when they 'a eompanyl

Jes a sorto' lazen there
Slazy 'at you peek and peer
Through the warerin leaves above,
Like a fellow 'at's in love
And don't know it ner don't keerl
Erer'thing you hear and see
Got some sort o' interest-Ma- ybe

find a bluebird's nest
Tucked up there conveniently
Fer the boys 'at's apt to be
Up some other apple Jree!
Watch the swallers scootin' past
'Bout as peert as you could ast;
Er the Bobwhite raise and whiz
Where some other's whistle is.

Ketch a shadder down below.
And look up to find the crow;
Er a hawk way up there,
'Pearantly froze in the air!
liear the old hen eauawk and squat
Over every chick she's got,
Snddict-like- ! And she knows where
That air hawk is, as well as you!
You jes' bet yer life she do!
Eves like glass.
Waitin' till he makes a pass!

Pewees' singin', to express
My opinion's second class,
Yit you'll hear him more or less;
Sapsueks gittin down to biz,
Weedin' out the lonsomeness;
Mr. Blue jay full of sass
In them base-bal- l clothes of his,
Sportin round the orchard jes
Lake he owned the premises!
Kan out in the fields can sizz,
Bat flat on yer back, I guess.
In the shade's where the glory 1st
That's jes' what I'd like to do
Stiddy for a year or two!

Plajue ef they ain't sompin' in
Work 'at kindo' goes sgin
My conTietloQs! 'long about
Here in June especially!
Under some old apple tree,
Jes through and through,
I could git along without
Nothin' else at all to do.
Only jes' a'wishin you
Was there'like me
And June was eternityl

Lay out there and try to see
Jes' how lazy you ean be!

( Tumble around and souse your head
In the clover-bloo- or pull
Yer straw hat acrost yer eyes,
And peek through it at the skies.
Thinkin' of old chums 'at's dead,
Mavbe Mnilin' back at you
In betwixt the beautiful
Clouds o gold, and white, and bluel
Month a man kin railly love
June, you know, I'm talkin' oft

March ain't never ncthin new!
April's altogether too
Brash for tne! and May I jes
'dominate its promises-Lit- tle

hints o' sunshine and
Green around the timber-lan- d

heartlI Whowith bleeding feet and a hungry
shall condemn her faults or parade her sorrow-

ful failings?
Mrs. Bland is still living near Gulsel ey. and I

was anxious to see her, though I ! hJJ
mind was well-nig- h gone, and nothing was
gained by tho yiiit. Those who had known her

that she was " Utterlyin other year, told me
uninteresting person at best, but I wanted to
lee her, nevertheless. Her home is in a wburb
called Yeadon. and the hoo.e i. little brick
cottage, one of four, standing on what was
called Swaim HilL I am sure I do not know
why it waa called any kind of a hill, but 1 went
on to the last of the four houses, in which Mrs.

Bland has been living for tbe past few rears.
She is hardly responsible for the imnressicji she
createa now, and I must not say much of that
visit She is a wreck, drifting nntJlJJUdj
comes in that will wash her out to
beyond our human horizon.

Mrs. Bland ia a tall, spare o"' perhaps
pretty once, when her eyes were bright and her
complexion good, but the face one sees now is
gray, Vd grim, and cold. She had a faded-ou- t

look, and an air that made me think or theatri-
cal tatters in every sense of the word. Her
voice was harsh and vulgar, and her manner so.
superficial that it would require much more ac-

curate knowledge than Galton has giyeu
us in his study of "Heredity to under-
stand the reasons for relationship between
this woman and ber daughter. Aaelaide Neil-son- 's

soft eyes looked down upon me from pho-

tographs hanging on the wall, and the poise of
her exauisite head was outlined berore me as I
noted the ill-shap- form of her mother. A re-

mark that was onee uttered by Miss Neilson waa
recalled as I watched with kindly feelings this
greatly-to-be-pitie- d woman. "My life was once
horrible," she said to an acquaintance, who had
been talking with her of her triumphs. I under-
stood it better, and also the woman who made

it after seeing her mother.
It will be remembered that Adelaide Neilson

was for fourteen years the wife of Phillip Lee,
and that the earlier part of ber married life was
extremely happy. Knowing that the father of
ber husband, the Rev. Mr. Lee, Stoke Bruen.
Northamptonshire, was deeply attached to her,
and that her summers were epent with his fam-
ily at their pleasant parsonaee home, I tried to
find out if Mrs. Bland could tell me something
cf them. "Nor "Had she ever met her
daughter's husbandP She shook ber head, say-

ing, "Adelaide was an angel upon earth, but
she is dead." Tbe woman who lires with her
ventured the remark that she seemed to ahink a
great deal of her daughter's death, but she rarely
spoke of her other children, all of whom were
dead save one ion. The friend with me observed
that Mrs. Bland had never been to her danghr
ter's grave, and the woman added that this was
true, and that she did not go to the funeral. I
learned that the mother nevor received any of
the souvenirs given her celebrated daughter in
various parts of the world, and that she had few
reminders of her later life. She treasured the
little dresses that her daughter wore as a child,
and also a hat and a pair of shoes which were
hers In babyhood.

I soon realized that I knew more of the career
of the actress than did those from whom I was
trying to gain information.

The visit was painfully disaereeable: tbe sur-
roundings stifled me; I felt that I must leave
that stuffy, garish room, and be out under tbe
trees and hear tbe birds sing again.. It was all
sadly disappointing, and for a long time I felt
depressed and miserable. Then my thought
flashed to that flower-covere- d grave in B romp-to-n

Cemetery, within sound of the roar of Lon-

don, and I was comforted, knowing that with it
all life's shadows and sunshine she had done
forever, and "Gifted and Beautiful." aho was
"Resting." Lauka. C Holloway.

A Summer Trip to tho Yorkshire Birth-plac- e

of the Beautiful Actress.

HumMe Birth and Early Lifa of the Fntnre
Queen of the Stage As Errand-Gir-l and Fac-

tory Hand Her DiscoTery of Her Birth.

Special Correspondence of the Indianapolis Journal.
London, Aug. 1L The American tourist

in the Yorkshire region of England ia apt
to seek first the village of Haworth
which the fame of Charlotte Bronte has
made interesting, and then go to Guiseley,
the home of the great aotreas, Adelaide Neilson.
it ia a trip of seven miles from Bradford to
Guiseley, and tbe ride through the country is
exceedingly pleasant. Guiseley, like Hawortb,
has grown considerably of late years, and sow
it ia more of a manufacturing town than a vil-
lage. In the girlhood of the actress it had but
one school-hous- e and two churches, but now the
public schools, as well as the railroad station,
attest the fact that the place is of importance as
a manufacturing center, and possesses all the
accessories of a growing town.

No region in England ia richer in historic as-

sociation than this same Yorkshire country, but
one has to have a knowledge of its past or be
rich in the personal acquaintance of its accom-
plished historian, Mr. J. Horsford Turner, to
appreciate the fact fully. Mr. Turner is, by the
way, an old friend of a Yorkshireman whom
we all love, Rev. Dr. Robert Collyer, and he is
consequently genial and hospitable toward all
who are from his friend's adopted country. To
know Mr. Turner and his books is to be fitted to
appreciate Yorkshire, and all things animate
and inanimate in it

Fortunately for me I had the additional ad-

vantage of a long-standin- g acquaintance with
one of Mr. Tnrner's gifted townsmen, Mr. Wm.
Scruton, to whose friendly eervice I am indebted
for much that I learned of Adelaide Neilson and
her family.

This unprepossessing town of Guiseley was
her home from her fourth to her seventeenth
year, and the few people here who remember
her at all have much to say of her gentle, win-

some ways and her remarkable beauty of per-
son. Her mother and her stepfather moved to
the place from an adjoining town soon after their
marriage, taking with them this little girl, who
thereafter was called Lizzie Bland. Her moth-
er's maiden name was Browne, and her child had
been styled Lizzie Browne aftsr her.

Mr. Bland was a paper-hange- r by trade and
was a good workman, so that soon after they
were established in a small habitation iu a sec-
tion of the village called Green Bottom, he ob-
tained steady employment An old Yorkshire
woman who knew the household at this time,
said that Mrs. Bland had a sad, soured nature, buy
that Lizzie was a "bonnle lass," with her long
cnrls, and her eyes that "looked tbe love right
out of you and took it to herself." This waa the
happiest time of the child's life, before there
were other children to dlride her mother's atten-
tion, and while she was yet young enough to
feel no care of life. She did not then know that
she was branded with the shame of illegitimacy.
or that the comonplace man whom she thocght
her father was not related to her. Recalling the
lovely being we knew as Adelaide Neilson, and
her appearance in such roles as "Juliet,''

Viola,' Cymbeline.,, and Pauline," it was
hard imagine her tbe child of such a home
aud such surroundings as were depicted before
us. Disenchantment is the portion of all who
goto Guiseley with any hope of finding a bright
background to the early life of this woman,
whose exquisite personality commanded the ad-
miration of all hearts. I could not learn of a
romantic incident eonnected with the young
girl's career; I could but recall the pathetic,
wistful look often seen in her great luminous
eyes, and understand it In the face of all these
revelations. There was a tightening of the
heart-strine- s as I listened to the kind soul who
chatted with me in subdued sadness of the little
girl she had known so well, who had gone away
and come back: "a grand lady." All
the contradictions of Neilson's nature
I understood thoroughly well before
I had left her old acquaintance,
and I could bnt wish that those who have harsh-
ly condemned the great actress could have
heard this loving, loyal tribute to a dutiful
daughter, who was as well a household drudge
and factory girl at one and the same time.

"Unquestionably Adelaide Neilson was the
most remarkable product of this place," I said
to my friend as we walked away. "Yes," he
answered, and then, with a deprecating .shrug
of the shoulders, he added: "And she was not
native to the soil, nor had she more than half
English blood in her veins." He went on to say
that Mrs. Bland had once told him that her
daughter was born at Leeds, and that her
father was a man of high birth. His name or
any other particular relating to him she would
never tell, and now it was too late to hope to
learn anything further of the parentage of her
gifted child.

Putting all I had gathered of the facts of Mrs.
Bland's life together, I concluded that in her
early girlhood she had been very much in love
with some star actor, who played aa engagement
or engagements at Leeds (where she waa a mem-
ber of a stock company for aeveral years), and
that tbe little Lizzie was bis child. That this
man was fond of her and of the child is attested
by the letters he wrote her, and which were one
day found and read by the eleven-year-ol- d girl,
who came upon them as she was searching in a
forbidden bureau-drawe- r for something to read.

Mrs. Bland preserved with zealous care her
old stage studies and the letters of her lover
after she bad married Mr. Bland and become the
mother of several children, and she had a dim-cu- lt

and awkward role to play when the little
girl confronted her with the knowledge of her-
self which she had gained, and demanded to
know all that waa to be told. It has been thought
by many that the girl at that time made her
mother promise never to reveal the name of her
father, or to betray the fact of her illegitimacy.
Mrs. Bland kept her promise until her daughter
died, and then she told part of the truth. She
was anxious to have it known that Adelaide in-

herited her artistic talent from her, and time and
poverty had worked such a halo over her early
career that she now believed she had been a
real actress herself in tbe days when she was in
the stock company of the Leeds theater. She
was always a weak, vain and sentimental wom-
an, but it is due her to say hat she deeply and
devotedly loved her child; in fact with the per-
versity of onr common human nature, she felt a
far deeper affection for this offspring of passion
than she did for the legitimate issues of her
very commonplace marriage. The child felt all
this, while she keenly realized her mother'a dis-

honor. And she never forgot it while she lived.
As I look ud and down the village street,

where she walked day by day. serving her
mother as errand girl, or nurse for the youneer
children, I thought of the wonderful courage
and ambition that impelled the poor girl to
stndy and strive, believing that her destiny was
to be different from that of her associates. It
I a singular fact, but there is but one place in
Guiseley associated with her in the least. The
house she lived in in Green Bottom has been torn
away, as also the factory she worked in, long
ago. The parish school-hous- e, where she
studied for a little time and outstripped all her
companions, has been removed, and also tbe old
church in which she attended Sunday-schoo- L

Strange to add. the house which the famous
actress bought and gave to her mother as 6oon
as she had earned money and which she had
onee visited it. too. has been taken away.

The home of Mr. Padgett, where she was em-

ployed aa a nurse, is the only place there that
can, by any stretch of the imagination, be linked
with her name, and, unfortunately, it was
elcsed and the family were away. I wanted to
see Mrs. Padgett who knew the unhappy girl
well and had used her influence to keep her
from leaving her family. But the motives
which led her to decide npon this step, I think,
are easy to understand. She was a very beauti-
ful and peculiarly maenetio being, and she was
gifted and ambitious. She encountered
disagreeable acquaintances among the
factory men and boys whom she
knew, and ehe hated the aordid life
of care and trouble her mother endured. It all
combined to weaken her sejf-respe- ct and at
last, driven to desperation by an insult whieh
she received from a source not to b expected,
she resolved to go away and never return. She
was attached to her family, for her nature was

Bucb that she could not live without fftion,
but she was determined to leave the hated place

and try to earn a living in London. Frtn-fntel- y

for ber she was aware of her talents and
kxew just what she wanted to do, and the faet

that her parents had both been on the stage

made her sure that she could succeed in that

fiTC,e road that she followed the night that she
left the home of her kind employers-Appe- rly

she erossed to reach the station
wheSaba took the train that waa to.bear hei'a
"art otjher journey-lo- ok tonlay a. d

that nht so long ago. but a IP0th,n through fasri.ing teais.stranger sees
Poor girl, the haa to tread the plousasfcarea

I'EILERS IS

COFFEES, TEAS and FANCY
GROCERIES,

SPICE-GRINDER- S, and manufacturers of BAKCfQ
IWDEK,

31 and 33 East Maryland Street.

ELLIOTT & BUTLER.
KO. 3 --ETNA BUILD ESQ.

ABSTRACTS OP TITLES,

EMIIIGTOH TYPEVRITEll

We marantee tbe superiority of onr machnes. and
giTe every purchaser tbe privilege of returning tbens
within 39 days for fall price paid, if not satisfactory
in eTery respect.

We carry a complete stoclc of Linen Papers and all
supplies for Writing Machines.

WYCK0FF, SEAMANS & BENEDIC- T-

51 North Pennsylvania St.. Indianapolis, Xnd.

GAS FIXTURES

Offered to reduce stock. You will miss it it
you do not examine our stock before buying.

ANESHAENSEL & STRONG
81 md S3 North Pennsylvania St

ArnT7'TanE. CL & COn Manufacturers aaJ
A iVlll U Repairers of CIRCULAR, CROSS

CUT, BAND and all

Belting:, Emery Wbeeli:SAWSand Mul supplies.
Illinois Street, one Square south Union Depot.

Satisfaction ,S Guaranteed
l a

ISTo. 1Q MN. Peon. St

Solicitor of '
api PATENTS r

J- - Joaraal BoUdlBf,

DR. CULBERTSOiN'S
EYE. EAR. NOSE AXD

. TV- -THROAT

56 Wsst Washington st.
Spectacles and artificial Eyes adjusted

JENNEY ELECTRIC CO.
Manufacturers and Contractors

ELECTRIC LIGHTING APPARATUS
INDIANAPOLIS, IND.

Hadley Shoe Factory,
MANCTACTCRS.R OT

LADIES', MISSES' AND CHILDREN'S

FINE SHOES
Shoes made according to standard xneasorsments

adopted by Chieago convention.
Honest work and tbe best of material used in makiaj

. Shoes. Orders from the trade solicited.

79 and 83 S. Pennsylvania St.

SAWS BELTING
M EMERY WHEELS

- SPKCIALTII OF
W. B. BARRY SA.W AND SUPPLY CO.

13 and 131 South i'ennsjlTauIa St.
All kinds of Saws repaired.

Chandler & Taylor's

Are strong, well-bui- lt and serviceable, and cost no
more than ordinary engines.'

J. E. B0DINE & CO
Wholesale Dealers in

BARBERS' SUPPLIES
Write for Catalogue. 29 Circle St Indianapolia.

E. H. ELDRIDGE & CO.

LUMBER,
Sbinglc3, Sash, Doors and Blinds.

I ff. Cor, Alabama an! llarjlani Sts.

Nordyke Ac Marmon Co. Estab. 1651
FUUNDEK5 A IND MACHINISTS

MILL AND ELEVATOK BUILDERS.
i Indianapolis, Iud. Roller Mills. Mill
lOearing, Bsltinj, Boltinj Cloth. Chain
feleaaiae Machinery. Middlinrs-pnrifiers- .

'Portable Mills, etc, etc Take street-car- s

for stockysxds

INDIANAPOLIS PARROTT & TAG Q ART

STOVE CO. Wholesale

Manufacturers of STOVES BAKERS.and Hollow Ware, Nos.
85 and 57 South Meridian Crackers, Breal aal
street. Cakes.

NEW YORK STEAM DENTAL CO.
from $4, 3, $b $3. 310
to oUperset. All kinds et
fine dental work at reduced
prices. Tine fold nlling st
$1 and upward. Silver and
amalgam, Je and 75o
Teeth extracted for "3c
Teeth extracted without
paim AU work warranted
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C. J. GARDNER'S

BEEF REFRIGERATOR
Kentucky Arena, near Vacdalia Round-hous- e,

Only refrigerators of any capacity in city. Freth
meats preserved for weeks. Choicest quality of sUck
and very lowest pries.

COMSTOCK & COOSSSLI SOLOMON'S
197&199S. Irii.Kt. LOAN OFFICE

WOOD.CilAIN'JbWOOIV (Established 1360.1
EN FORCti PUMPS; deal-er- s 25 SOUTH If,LIS r

in Iron Pips, Driven-wel- l ! corner of PearL
Points and all Drirsa- - 'Tnrir ntrm. .M .-- 1

rellSupplies. i clss of Talue.
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Too Pretty for Aabury Park.
New York Special.

The looisty for the lupnref sion of improper
bathing costumes at Asbury Park has scored a
great victory. Late yesterday anernoon a
comely yonni? woman, wearing a rather short
skirt, a decollete waiat, a a wmte Blockings, got
into the surf before the watchful females on tbe
beach spied her. As soon as tho unusually at
tractive costume came wltnin tneir angle oi
vision, an officer was summoned and requested
to remove the ehic young woman who wore it.
The officer hurried down to the water's edge and
yelled himself hoaree in vain. The fascinating
offender neither saw nor heard him. At tbe
seggestion of an Ocean Grove elder, who stopped
in. his stroll on the beach to give vent to his in-
dignation at the fair bather's impudence, a mala
Mather was persuaded to aet as messenger and
fetch ber to the officer. When, amid arowd of
grim oia women ana gaping young men. tee
offending young girl was told of the complaints
entered against tbe scantiness of her anparel,
ahe blushed, burst into tears, and then fled to
her bathing-hous- e with the words: "Why, I
wore it all last season at Kockaway."

Hannah Is All Right.
New Tors: Tribune.

It ia hiehly proper to pay a brief tribute of re
spectful admiration to Miss Hannah Donovan,
of Boston, who, on Sunday last, rescued a young
man from drowning at Nantaaket beach. From
the piazza of a cottage she saw his desperate
plight; accoutered as she was in the habiliments
cf fashion, she plunged into toe water ana swam
to his assistance, and kept him afloat until his
friends reached the spot in a boat. Moreover,
when he had been carried ashore it was she who
furnished the needful alcoholic stimulant. It
is to be hoped that tho young man was worthy
of such a gallant rescue, but, however that may
be, we venture to observe with all dne defer-
ence that there doesn't seem to be scything the
matter with Hannah.

American Girls and Peers.
London Truth.

Lord Vernon will be rather surprised to find
his peerage described by a contemporary as "one
of the richest in England," for it happens to be
lust the reverie, and tbe wealth of the present
lord comes from his wife, who was an American
heiress. It haa been suggested as an argument
in favor of the retention of our peerage that it
is. the means of attracting much American
money to England, owing to the transatlantic
heiresses marrying peers. There really ii some-
thing in this; but tbe heiresses would be as ready
to marry peers were they deprived of their legis-
lative functions, provided that they were al-
lowed to retain their titles.

17hat a Time
People formerly had, trying to swallow
the old-fashion- ed pill with its film of
magnesia vainly disguising its bitter-
ness ; and what a contrast to Ayer's
Pills, that have been well called "med-
icated sugar-plnm- s" the only fear be-

ing that patients may be tempted into
taking too many at a dose. But the
directions are plain and should be
strictly followed.

J. T. Teller, M. D., of Chittenangb,
N. Y., expresses exactly what hundreds
have written at greater length. He
says: " Ayer's Cathartic Pills are highly
appreciated. They are perfect in form
and coating, and their effects are all
that the most careful physician "could
desire. They have supplanted all the
Pills formerly popular here, and I think
it must be long before any other can
be made that will at all compare with
them. Those who buy your pills get
full value for their money."

"Safe, pleasant, and certain in
their action," is the concise testimony
of Dr. Georgo E. "Walker, of Martins-
ville, Virginia.

" Ayer'a Pills outsell all similar prep-
arations. The public having once used
them, will have no others." Berry,
Venable & Collier, Atlanta, Ga.

Ayer's Pills,
Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.

Sold by all Dealers in Medicine

INDIANAPOLIS
BUSINESS DIRECTORY.

THE CIGAR FOR AN

"Old Campaigner,"

H

SGHNULL k KRAG

Manufacturers' Agents,

INDIANAPOLIS.

5c Straight.
Full Value. No Schemes.

CAMPAIGN WORK!
Portraits, caricatures, mottoes, trans-

parencies, etc., executed in the highest
style of the art

Designs furnished for telling campaign
pictures and mottoes.

Visitors from abroad invited to call and
see work and get estimates.

Also, all kinds of sign work done to or-

der. Brass signs a specialty.

CLEVELAND SIGN CO
13 South Meridian St.

ADAMS & EMRICH,
UNDERTAKERS

Funeral Directors and Practical Embalmers.

Office and srarerooms,-15N- . Illinois st. Telephone 171.

HEW PLANING MI uu
New and improved machinery and dry kiln, all firt

class. All work done in tbe best manner and with
treat promptness. Prices aa low as tbe lowest.
Call or sand for estimates on all kinds of work. Large
stock of Dry Lumber and Shingles.

C. C, FOSTER LUMBER CO
404 10 420 H. Mississippi St Telephone 154.

INDIAIJA. BICYCLE CO.,
f L I". UsU, wMcfce. tjpt-wrtte- set

mwi, lathes. Mlatift- - prwats, m&tar pfaoto.
y utfiU sad 3d. sad biedtt t part prmnt ht-- 1 Ks Oolantta t'.rjtlf sat Trie ele r a ,r v

i We Cttt e trrt ktsils Wrt Ksd spsds ka- -

.,- -"

ring the clothes in the boiler, or whirling a bigspoon around iu the soup to keep it from
catching" was a quaint, small woman clad in aworn calico, a eineham anron.

pinned about her shoulders and a worn olackcaporer her white hair. Her dark eyes were
dim with weeping, her face deeply lined withthe wrinkle of age and sorrow, and Jaer poor

piinda distorted with rheumatism. She gave a'
sharp, birdlike glare at the stranger and drew
jtip her straight, little figure. Though so poor,
, ihe was exquisitely neat, and the remembrance
-- of happier days had given her a brave bearing inadversity. Sol stepped towards tier.

Here "Mils Aiarjrreet froni Seal island," he
.said eagerly, "now. Mis' Tarbox, she's come to
do right by ye, She never knowed 'Lout the

. Argo3yf fur I told her myself."
i '"Sol speaks the truth," cried Marguerite,
clasping her trembling handa tightly, "ron
Bee I conld not know, and now that my father
Is dead and I have heard of this, I know it is my
duty to make amends, lly lawyer ia New York
has sent me some of my fathers papers. I shall
leave no stone unturned to pay back, if there

'was robbery and want of faith.
"Dead is her muttered the woman harshly;

God'a vengeance was so slow. If you knew how
'long, how faithfully I've prayed for him to get
bis punishment, you'd wonder I wouldn't re-
joice more that he is dead. ButlVWa'n't no
vengeance," she went on gloomily. "Ail of us
must die; that is the common story 'for good
and bad; and he kept rich and died prosperous
after a happy life, not broken by age or suffer-
ing. And they tell me he died peaceful him
and God forgive me, but my man died wor-
rited an' worn by long sickness, an my son ia
(drownded in the soa, an' I carn't see no jestiee
In a Providence like that." She picked up the
clothes-stick- , stirring the clothes in the boiler
with nervous haste. The cloud of steam en-Telo- os

everything, dripping on the walls in
irreat beads. The Swede mumbled sourly while
the blind man stopped hia work a moment to
listen to the atrange voice. - -

"Let me tell your pleaded Marguerite.
TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT SUNDAY.

NINE WOMEN. TO OXE MAN.

Xtesult of a Long; War la a Peaceful and
Luxurious Country.

Boston Transcript.
Paraguay ia aurely one of the most favored

, lands on earth. There, he says, no insane love
- of cold compels the heart to questionable deeds.
Itio political situation harasses the ooicd. The
very atmosphere breathes peaee. The air ia

hoft and balmv, inviting to repose, and prolific
mature, throwing about everything her gar-(xne- nt

of rich vegetation, supplies man with all
fee needs, and beautifiea all that hia eyes rest
upon, i raraguay is, indeed, almost a fairyland
of romance, so beautiful are its manifold at
tractions. The native portion of the population
is . a remnant of the tribe of Guarani

(Indians, one of the loftiest tribes
in the grade of civilization of all
the American race. But nothing astonishea the
visitor to Paraguay so much as the vast pre-

ponderance of the female over the male popul-
ation. The proportion is something like nine to
one. This is the result of a long and very fierce

5 war, in which the Gnaraniana followed and sup-sport- ed

a cruel and ambitioua rnler through in-

describable hardships and sufferings. This war
ended only with the death of the man who waged
it, and has reduced the whole population to
about one-sixt- h of what it was twenty years ago,
.leaving only women and boys. These women
((this writer continues) are as beautiful and fair

look upon as can be found in any part of the
'world.

They are of medium height, rather alight and
lithe, with finely molded limbs, small, pretty
hands and feet, and figures of matchless grace
and beauty that would serve for models of the
sculptor's art. Their carriage is ao easy and
natural as to be almost the poetry of motion, for
the freedom from high-heele- d boots and tight
clothing has left their step light, supple and
strong. Their dress is of the simplest form; a
short tunio or robo not unlike a
skirt falling to below the knees, and a
ahoulder covering cot unlike a shawl both
of pure white and adorned with pretty native
lace. They are gracefully worn, and bewitchr
Inely serve to half reveal and half coneeal the
form beneath. In the midday aiesta they are

'fond of lying languidly in their hammocks, sip-

ping their mate and singing in their low, sweet
voices, yet sad and with a touch of melancholy,
the "narancaros," or songs of the orange gath-
erers, or those ? other strange weird songs of
their whose words are all of love. Indeed,
what seed to do aught elae in a land so bleased
as theirs!

Living entirely upen fruits and vegetables
that are secured with but little effort; unmoved
by the ambitioua schemes of the money-makin- g

Europeans, upon whom they look with question-
ing wonder, and possessed of languid, voluptuous
natures that are fostered by the climate, what
else should they do save love, and dance, and
siogl Dancing ia their only pastime, and into
that they throw the whole spirit of their
joyous nature. The slightest excuse is-'al- l

that is necessary for getting up a ball,
at which the whole neighborhood at
ence assembles. The girls and women are

.dressed only in the robes described. The men
wear white linen trousers and red ponchos. Tbe
dances are in quaint original figures, but nearly
always very graceful. Sometimes the festivi-
ties will be kept up through the entire night,
after which the participants will gaily return to
their occupations, of whatsoever nature, always
contented, always happy. Sometimes there will
be a grand contribution picnie, at some distant
point, where the dancing will be kept up the
round of a whole twenty-fou- r hours. For truly
these people live but to be happy through the
livelong day.

After reading this one is not surprised to bear
that many visiting Europeans. Englishmen
among the rest, have settled down in the coun-
try. 4Wbo would not rather become a lotus-eate- r

among the lotus-eaters- , and settle down
upon, the sunny hillside or shady river banks
amid fragrant and fruitful oranee groves, to
forget a regretted past, and live only in the hap-

py present, waited upon by the simple white-robe- d

Indian woman devoted, affectionate and
surpassingly fairl"

Do i'Jgares Lie?
Bpence's Paper.

Do figures lie? Let us see.
Two women had thirty ehickens each, which

they took to market. They agreed to divide
equally the proceeds of their sale. '

One sold her chickens two for $1, getting for
her thirty chickens 515.

Tbe other sold hars three for $1, getting for
her ehickens $10.

This made $23 realized on the sixty ehickens.
The merchant called to divide the money

laid:
"You sold your thirty chickens .two for fl,

and you sold your thirty chickens three for $L
That makes sixty chickens at the rate of 'five
for $2. Well, fite into sixty goes twelve times

twice twelve is twenty-fou- r. That makes $21
yonrchicaens brought."

But as shown abeve, the women actually had
25 in their pockets. And yet the merchant's

figures were right .
Do figures lie?

Sheridan's Last Klde.
At an entertainment at this place last June,

shortly after Sheridan was stricken, J. W.
Thompson was announced to read "Sheridan's
Hide," to which he added tbe following: -

Bat Sher'dsn rides on bis last lotg ride,
nd His life goes out like the ebbinj tide;

I'or toe rou gh sea of time bsars him oat and down--As
bis war-hors- e tore him from Winchester town

And the Nation stands sadly with 'bated breath.
While the bero of Winchester rides bravely to death!
Iowo through tbe miss of the Nation's tears, :
He goes with Lis glory tbe glory of years iFrom tie fame of that day, from tbe land be helped

Ave, . ITo tbe Lome of tbe bero- -i
t ast gloom of the grate.

A few blossoms, and a few
Chip-bird- s and a sprout er
Drap asleep, and it turns in,
'Fore daylight and snows agin!
But when Jane comes Clear my throat
With wild honey! Rench my hair
In the dew! and hold my coat!
Whoop out loud! and throw my hat!
June wants me, and I'm to spare!
Spread them shadders anywhere,
I'll git down and waller there,
And obleeged to you, at that!

James Whit comb Blley.

Written for the Sunday Journal.
Hide the Scars.

Oh, shadowed lives, where e'er you be,
With mournful eyes that only see
Your garden of Gethsemane.

No longer sit from dusk till dawn.
With trembling lin and cheek of wan,
By sorrow's stream your Babylon.

Though grief may gnaw your heart in twain.
Hide, hide the scars, ana tears restrain;
Take down your harps and play again.

Sing, though the hours be sad and long,
For, always mind the passing throng.
There's some one waiting for your song.

And lips compelled to drink the rue,
The bitterest that ever grew,
Still make no sign what e'er you do.

Smile, though your heart be full of dole,
Though every smile your lis control
Is o'er a death-be- d in your tool.

Shroud, shroud your dead and quickly pile
The sod above them: all the while
Some one is waiting for your smile.

Laugh and be gay, for this I know:
The world loves not the face of woe-L- oves

not to see the tear-drop- s flow.

And you who bear the sword and shield,
Whose hearts are but a battle-fiel- d,

Where neither side will ever yield,

Call you no roll when battle's done.
Make no report at set of sun;
The world cares not which side has won.

But, though your wounds be running red,
Be sure, ere yet the day is fled.
To shroud your soul's unburied dead.

Belle Bremer.

Written for the Indianapolis Journal.
On the Prairie.

Across the dewy prairie
The morning wind is borne.

Beyond the new-mow- n Layfields,
And through the taaseled corn.

Upon the silver-maple- s

It lifts the swinging leaves.
And steals a subtle sweetness

From rows of golden sheaves.

And in the sunny orchard
The harvest apples fall.

While from the tossing branches
The saucy jay-bird- s calk

In crinkled, fringy clusters
The scarlet poppies burn,

Where softly ooenicg, eastward
The yellow sunflowers turn.

And nibbling in the garden.
Between the cherry trees,

I see a robber-rabb- it

Among the pink sweet-peas- .

While with a fitful fanning,
The lazy wind-mil- l swings,

About the bloomy peaches
A robin-redbrea- st sings.

And in tbe far horizon
There dwells such tender hue,

These azure cornflower blossoms
Are not so sweet and blue.

Evaleen Stein.

Writttn for tho Sunday Journal.
To One In Sorrow.

The dainty rose I hold here in my hand , .
With its fair tint and heart of perfume rare.

Found not its sweetness in a day or hour,
. Burst not in perfect splendor with no care.

Even as 1 look into its crimson heart
And breathe its odor rare it speaks to me,

Of rain and tempest, cruel snow and frost
And burning heat thro' which it came to be.

No perfect thing is won exeept thro pain.
No soul retrieved save thro' repentant tears;

And somewhere in each human heart there lies
A germ of youth unfaded by the years.

Oh, aching heart, that thro' long hours of woe
Uath borne so patiently life's heavy cross,

Look up with joy, remembering that the gain
Which shall be won o'erbalances the loss.

No voiceless prayer wrung from the depths of woe
Was ever lifted heavenward in vain.

Sorrow endureth only for the night.
And joy is born from bitter pangs of pain.

And so rejoice even when you sorrow most.
For your redemption surely draweth near.

When you have won the crown of perfect faith
His loring hand shall banish every tear.

Mrs. V. M. Jordan.
' Written for tbe Sunday Journal.

. Baffled.
Ah. would that I that baffling touch might know.

That oftentimes, as on a sounding-board- ,
Strikes in my soul a strange elusive chord;

That, griering ma with unremembered woe,
Yet hints as surely of some long ago

Glad life and ioy, in golden wealth outpoured;
Till all my waking memory beats accord.

And throbs and strives to grasp and prove it so.

But still when most I feel its essenee burn.
It sinks back fettered, with a nameless pain;

Yet evermore I know it must return
With sense of truth, that battles to be plain;

And in this subtle consciousness, I yearn
or that full knowledge, which I seek in vain.

Evaleea Sttlu.

What Is Rosewood?
ft. Nicholas. .

It haa been a great mystery to many young
persons why the dark, rich-colore- d wood so
much used for furniture should be called 'rose-
wood." Iu desn-tinte- d. ruddv-ctrc-ke- d r-rf- aea

certainly docs not rczxnUa tis rccs. to xrt
Tizzx c::i "rj tttti rcuca f;rcr v

HUMOR OP THE DAT.

No Boom for Him.
Brooklyn Eagle.

T hear," said Mr. Glummer, that young
Giddy has eone to the insane asylum." "So!"
answered his partner; "business troubiesr "No;
loneliness. He married a girl with a mission
about a year ago, andhaa only seen her twice
since, and both times at board meetings."

Deficient Mentally. V. ,
'New York Sun.

Dumley (whose credit is not first-clas- s) I say,
Brown, can you lend me $10 for a few days?"

Brown (reluctantly pulling out a roll of bills)
I er s'pose I'll have to, Dumley.
Dumley Thanks. You seem to have plenty

of money, old fellow.
Brown Yes, I aeem to have more money than

braina.
,

A Severe Test.
Minneapolis Tribune.

"I love you and will marry you," said the
Iowa girl to her Chicago lover, "if you will sat-
isfy me on one point that you aro not an An-
archist."

I will do it if it costs me my lif," he said,
shutting his teeth hard together. "I will take
a bath."

"Noble, generous Alphonse; I am yours.

Grace After Meat
Brooklyn Eagle.

Hard-workin- g Tramp Haven't yon got a cord
or two of wood you want sawed after breaktastf

Astonished Housewife (eagerly) Indeed I
have, and I want it sawed right away.

Hard-worki- nr Tramp (eagerly) It's a ro!
Eats breakfast for three, and rises up to go, re-
marking, "I'll keep my eyes open, and if Iaee a.
man in our line who looks as though he would
like to saw that wood I'll send him along."

An Essential Preliminary,
Burlington Free Press. i

Young Man to County Clerk Say, I want a
marriage license.

Clerk Lady's name, please.
Young Man (astonished) Got to have that in!
Clerk Of course.
Young Man Well, say, you be kinder nlling

the thing in, and 111 run around the corner and
hunt up somebody. You see I'm a stranger in
town and I didn't know yon had to get the girl
first

She Knew What She Wanted.
Time.

One philanthopist has gone wrong. She was
from the flower mission, and as she entered the
diogy hallway of that East-sid- e tenement house,
she seemed to brighten everything around her'
with the sweet influence of cbalrty.

."I called, Mrs. Flannery, to ask you what
kind of bouquet you would prefer for Sunday.
We are to have a large lot from a Hudson river
greenhouse, and I thought I would give you
your choice."

'Hivin sev yez," said the poor woman, "an
bring yez long life, an' if itV, th'sem t' yez, Oi'
like a cabbage-flowe- r, an' a cauliflower, an a
bate-flowe- r, an' a squash-flowe- r wid' a few
shprigs av pertaty flower an' corn-flowe- r, and all
shprinkled over wid Common,, ivery-da- y flour,
me leddy."

The Number of the Stars.
Professor BoUen In August Centurr.

The total number of stars one can see will de-
pend very largely upon the clearness of the at-
mosphere and the keennesa of the eye. There
are iu the whole celestial sphere about 6,000
stars visible to an ordinarily good eye. Of these,
however, we can never see more than a fraction
at any one time, because a half of the sphere is
always below the horizon. If we could see a
star iu the horizon, as easily as in the zenith, a
half of the whole number, or 3,000, would be
visible on any clear night. But stars
near the horizon are seen through so
great a thiekness of atmosphere as greatly
to obscure their light and only the brightest
ones can there be seen. As a result of this ob-
scuration, it is not likely that more4 than 2,000
stars can ever be taken in at a single view bv
any ordinary eye. About 2,000 other stars are
so near tbe South pole that they never rise in
onr latitudes. Hence, out of 6,000 supposed to
be visible, only 4,000 ever come within ranee of
our vision, unless we make a journey towards
tha equator.

As telescopic power is increased, we still find
stars of fainter and fainter light But the num-
ber cannot go on increasing forever in the same
ratio as with the brighter magnitudes, because,
if it did, the whole sky would be a blaze of
starlight If telescopes with powers far ex
ceedine our present ones were made they would
no doubt show new stars of the twentieth and
twenty-firs- t, etc., marnitudes. But it is highly
probable that the number of such successive or-
ders of stars would not increase in the same
ratio as is observed in the eighth, ninth and
tenth magnitudes, for example, Tbe enormous
labor of estimating the number of stars of inch
classes will long prevent the accumulation of
statistics on this question; but this much is cer-
tain, that in special regiona of the sky, which
have been searehingly examined by various
telescopes of successively Increasing apertures,
the number of new stars found is by
no means in proportion to the Increased
instrumental power. If this is found to be true
elsewhere, the conclusion may be that, after all,
the stellar system can be experimentally shown
to be of finite extent and to contain only a finite
number cf stars. In the whole sky an eye of
average power will see about 6,000 stats, as I
have just said. With a telescope this number
is greatly increased, and the most powerful tele-
scopes of modern times will show more than 60,-000,0- 00

stars. Of this number, not one ont of a
hundred has ever been catalogued at ail. ?
In all. 314.92C stars, from tbe first to the 94
magnitudes, are contained in the northern akyV

.I. av AA AAik 1 L it I a .'Xor aoout ow.vuu in ooia nemispneres. ah ex
those can be seen with three-inc- h objeet-glass- .

Ayeb's Sarsaparilla never before equaled its
present daily record of mirrclsc czrtb

WUCKlSTXa, lad.


